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On that sweet breast that bore him not so safe
As in a hand so honest

First Citizen.               Ay, God help,

There is no surety in such housekeeping
As thunder comes forth of the sky by night
To fall upon and burn it, yet no storm
Save of men's making seen, nor fire in heaven
Save what rose up from under.    Verily,
Our good lord Bothwell spake but truth who said
To good James Melville how so strange a thing
On earth was never known of: pity 'tis
He could not come to look upon the corpse
Though Bothwell bade him, seeing it was removed;
It was his hapless chance to find it gone
And in safe keeping of some secret hand
That waited on it living ; such things are :
The worse hap his.    They say it had no wound;
So if by some mischance, as God forbid,
The prince were reft unluckily of life,
I think he should have none for eye to see
That might read evil.

Third Citizen.           Who shall ride with her?

Second  Citizen.    Why, no  great train, lest being

within the walls

She take the child into her hand and give
For better care to BothwelPs, with the keys
That keep this castle too ; but yet I think
His hand nor hers shall put God's judgment back
That waits to take them triumphing, and turn
To tears their laughter and our grief to joy.